Tlw Sunny Hours
man had given him that evening.
*                 *                 *
One afternoon, late in the brief cold season,,
Chaleeo made his customary visit to that second-
storey room. It was very quiet then; even the
hollow, death-presaging coughs in the street be-
neath seemed stilled* A sprinkling of lanterns had
been lit, but the clamorous throb of the quarter's
night-life was still absent. , From the silence, and
the lack of the stereotyped greeting, Chaleeo
imagined that the old man had already begun to
smoke and, momentarily jealous, he wondered if
his privileged position as servant had been usurped
by another. His eyes growing accustomed to the
semi-darkness, he saw the old man lying motion-
less on his mattress, and he realized that his pipe
had not been lit. Adjacent to the bxirner a hand
lay limply...
With a tremendous fear Chaleeo forced himself
to touch the gaunt fingers. A moment later he
lit a candle and peered at the still, cold features of
his friend. The eyes, fixed in death, had their old
benevolence. Then, beside the stiff body, Chaleeo
saw a camphor-wood box with a label upon which
his own name was inscribed in Annamite characters*
Here was a "Gift for Chaleeo." Half-afraid, he
opened the box and perceived that it was filled
with piastre notes of high value. Glancing back
at the shadowy whiteness which was the old man's
countenance, he raised his hands in blessing...
In the street below, the sotind of a viol betokened
that the quarter's night-life had begun.